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The T rhgedie of 

This louing temped of your home-bred hate, 

Nor neuer by'aduifed pnrpofc meetc, ,.• 

To plotte, contriue,qr complot any ill, 

Gainfl. vs, our date, our fubiefts, or our land. 

Bttf. Ifwcare. 

Mo% And I, to keepc all. this. • ; 

Bui. Norfolke, fo fare as; to mine encmie 
By this time, had' the King permitted ys, 

One ofourfoules had wa.ndred in the ayre, 

■ Banilhtthis frayle Sepulchre of our flelh, 

As now our .flylh is banifht from this land. 

ConfeiTethy treafons ere thou fly thcRcalmc, 

Since thouhafl farre to.go,bcare not along 
The cloging burthen, of a guiltie foule. 

Mow. No Bullingbrooke.if cuer I were tray tour. 
My name be blotted from tire Booke of life, 

And I from Hcauen banifht,as fromhence : 

But what thou art, God, thou, and I,do know. 

And all too footie 'I feare). the King fliall rew : 
Farewell (my Leige) now no way can. I ftray, 

Saue backe to England, alhthe world’s my way. 

King V nclc,euen in theglalfcs of thine eyes, 

I fee thy grieued heart : thy fad afpeft 
Hath from the number of his banifht yeares 
Pluckt foure away, fixe frozen Winters fpc-nt, 

Returne with welcome home from banifhment. 

Bui. How long a timelies in one little word; 

Foure lagging Winters, and foure wanton Springs, 
Bnd in a word ; fuch is the breach of Kings. 

(jaunt. I thankemy Liege, that in regard ofmccj, 

He fhortens foure yeares of my Sonnes exile; 

But little vantage (hall Ircape thereby: 

For ere the, fixe yeares that he hath to fpend 
Can change their mooneSjand bring their times about. 
My oyle-dried lampe,and time bewailed light 
Shall be extinft with age and endleffe night: 

My inch of taper will be burnt and done, 

And blindfold Death not let me fee my Sonne. 
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Richard the Second. 

Kmg. Why Vnckle, thou hall many yeares to liue. 
gaunt. But not a minute (King) that thou canft giue: 
Shorten my dayes thou canll with fullcnforrow, 

And plucke nights from me, but not lend a morrow. 

Thou canll helpeTime to furrow me with ag<^ 

But Hoppe no wrinckle in his pilgrimage : 

Thy word is currant with him, for my death. 

But dead,thy kingdome cannot buy my breath. ’ 

Kwg. Thy Sonne is banilht with good aduifir. 

Whereto thytongue, a party, verdift gaue, 

Why atonr iullice fecmll thou then to lowre? 

gaunt . Things fweete totade,proouc in digellion fowre. 
You vrge.me as aludge,butlhad rather 
You would Iiaue bid me arguelike a Father. 

-Ohhad’t been a ftranger,notmy child, 

T o fmooth his fault I would hatie been more nflldc : 
Apartiall flaunder fought I to auoyde. 

And in thefentence,my ®wne lifcacflroydc. 

Alas,Hookt when fomcOf you fhould fay, 

I was too ftrift to makeroine owne away : 

But you gaue leaue to my vnwilling tongue, 

Againft my will, to do myfelfe this wrong. 

Kwg. Coofin farewell, and Vnckle bid him fo; 

Sixe yeares we banilh him,and he fhall go. 

tMu. Coofin farewell 5 what prefence mull not know 
From whercyou do remain®, let Paper Ihow, 
tJM or. My Lord, no leauc take I, for I will ride 
As farre as land will let me, by your fide. 

gaunt. Oh to whatpurpofe ctoefl thou hoard thy words. 
That thou returned no greeting to thy friends? 

Bull. I hauc too few to take my leaue of you, 
Whenthetongues office fhould be prodigall. 

To breath the abundant dolour of the heart. 

Gaunt. Thv griefe is but thy ah fence for a time. 

Bui. Ioy abfent, griefe is prefent for that time. 
gaunt. What is fixe Winters? they arc quickly gone. 

Bui. T o men in ioy, but griefe makes one houre ten. 
Gaunt . Calljt a trauaile that thou takd for pkafure. 
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